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ammy Squirrel poked along behind the 
rest of the gang as they headed down the 
icy country road out of Deep Green 
Wood. “You're all dummies,” he shouted in 
fun. “Those blades cost you too much!” 

Sammy and his friends Ranger Rick Rac- 
coon, Scarlett Fox, and Boomer Badger each 
had bought a new pair of in-line skates, or 
“blades.” And now they were headed toward 
Woodsy Elementary School to try them out. 
They hoped that yesterday’s snow had been 
cleared off the playground. 

Rick, Scarlett, and Boomer had bought the 
best blades they could afford. But Sammy’s 
cousin had told him about a little store called 
Cheapskates. Sammy went there and bought a 
pair of flimsy blades for a really low price. 
“They work just as well,” he told them. “It's 
dopey to spend the extra money.” 

“That's just nutty squirrel talk,” Boomer told 
him. “We didn't buy the most expensive ones. 


But it was worth paying a little extra to get a 
pair that was well made.” Boomer stopped to 
admire the blades he was carrying. He thought 
they would make him look like the coolest 
dude in Deep Green Wood. 

Scarlett stopped too. “There's something 
really weird going on here,” she said, pointing 
to the roadside. The friends turned to where 
Scarlett was pointing—and stared. 

They'd come around a bend in the road to 
where Farmer Wang had her apple orchard. It 
had been awhile since the gang had been this 
way—they usually took the shortcut through 
the woods. But there were always a few apples 
left on the trees or the ground even at this time 
of year, so the gang had looked forward to 
stopping and chomping. 

What Scarlett was pointing to, however, 
wasn't yummy apples. Instead, the first row of 
trees looked small and sickly, with many fewer 
branches and twigs than usual. And there were 
no apples in sight. “Farmer Wang takes really 
good care of her apple trees,” Scarlett said. 
“What could have happened to them?” 




















Rick shook his head, then scooted back be- 
hind the first row of trees. “The trees back here 
away from the road look great,” he called. 
“Come on, gang—there are still a few apples!” 


But Sammy was thirsty from their long 
walk and stopped to drink from a pot- 
hole in the road. He slurped—and spit out the 
water. “Yee-UK!” he cried. “That's gross!” 
Hearing his cry, the friends ran back to find 
him. He was sticking out his tongue at the pot- 
hole. “What's wrong, Sammy?” Rick asked. 
“It's that water,” Sammy explained. “It's all 
salty. What's going on, Rick?” 
“P'm not sure,” Rick said, “but I’ve got an 
idea. Let's take a sip from that puddle across 
the road to see if it’s salty too.” The three 


Sas and Boomer scampered after Rick. 





friends followed him as Rick explained. “You 
see, I think what's happening is. . .” 

“Look out!” Boomer cried, jumping into the 
ditch by the side of the road. 

Rick looked up just in time to see a huge 
truck rumbling toward them, spraying tiny 
white bits of something as it went. He and 
Scarlett both grabbed Sammy, and the three 
friends jumped—right on top of Boomer. 

“Oof!” yelled Sammy. 

“Whoa!” said Scarlett. 

“Whoops!” Rick said. 

“Hey, guys—get offa me!” Boomer snarled 
as he struggled out from under his friends. 

Everyone spent a few minutes smoothing 
down fur, rubbing the sore places, and 
apologizing. Finally Sammy asked, “What was 
that truck doing, anyway?” 

“It was answering our questions about what’s 
going on,” Rick told them. 

Scarlett and Sammy looked at each other 
and shrugged. But Boomer said, “I don’t get it. 
What's the answer?” 

“Road salt,” Rick said, picking up a few of 
the white bits to show them. “Its what most 
people use to melt ice and snow on roads.” 

“So that's why the water's salty,” Sammy 
said. “But what about the trees?” 

“I think I can explain that,” Scarlett said. 
“The road salt doesn't just stay on the road— 
some of it sprays out along the side. As the 
snow melts, the salt dissolves into the water 
and soaks into the ground where the plant 
roots grow. The salt hurts the trees and other 
nearby plants. Am I right, Rick?” 

“You bet,” said Rick. “The salt also helps 
cause rust. Rust eats away at cars and bridges 
and other things made of metal.” 

“Let's get rid of it,” said Sammy, who started 
brushing the salt off the road with his bushy tail. 

“Hold on!” said Rick, pulling the little squir- 
rel away from the road. Rick explained that 
people have a reason for putting the salt on 
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roads: They want to drive on dry, ice-free high- 

ways. Some people think using salt prevents the school’s playground had been 

accidents. But other people say it doesn’t. L cleared of snow. It was still a little damp 
Sammy looked confused. “Well, is road salt and snowy around the edges. But the animals 
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the only thing people can use to melt ice?” he had plenty of room to zip and curve and spin 
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people have to fix their rusty cars and bridges. 
And the farmers lose money on things they've 
planted near the road. Fixing all those things 
costs lots of money. So in the end, road salt is 
probably just as expensive. In fact, it might even 
be more expensive!” 

“That's right, Scarlett,” said Rick. “And sci- 
entists who are studying CMA think they may 
be able to make it cost even less.” 


“I wish I'd learned this lesson before I 





for the rest of the afternoon. ¿$ 


bought these cheap old things!” Sammy said, 
throwing his jammed blade down on the ground. 
Itlanded with a thunk and skidded away. 

“Come on, Sams—you can take a turn with 
mine,” Scarlett offered, untying her shoelaces. 
“Tve got a great idea. We could play roller 
hockey with sticks and a wheel from your broken 
blades. FII be the goalie first.” 

“Scarlett—you're the best,” said Sammy. 

And with that, the four friends rolled on happily 
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